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AND THE GUARDIANS OF THE COSMOS

CHAPTER 1

AURELIA

The past never disappears. It simply learns to stay still... until you decide to face it.

Sometimes I wonder how it’s possible that I still remember every detail so clearly: the sounds, the smells, the voices, even the way the light slipped through the window on those days that felt endless. I don’t know if it’s a gift or a curse, but my memory has never allowed me to forget the world that existed before Aurelia.

A world believed to be eternal. A world that consumed itself long before the apocalypse.

Before the jungle gave us refuge. Before humanity was reduced to a handful of survivors. Before an unknown light descended from the sky and changed everything.

There was a time when waking up was torture. A time when opening my eyes meant facing yet another morning of anxiety, poverty, and resignation. I repeated to myself, like a defeated mantra:

“Another day of nightmare.”

And it was. Every sunrise weighed on my lungs like a slab of stone. Money, rent, food, inflation, violence... everything spun in my head like an endless swarm. I lived trapped in a cycle of work, fear, and exhaustion that devoured my sanity.

But the saddest part is that it wasn’t just my story. It was the story of millions.

An entire world drowning in inequality, in twelve-hour shifts that barely allowed survival, in a system designed to squeeze us until we were empty. The youth were broken, unmotivated, tired of fighting for nothing. Violence was normal. Sexuality was taboo. Freedom was an illusion carefully administered by corrupt institutions.

That was the world before the end. A world already dead long before the Nova Missiles reduced it to ashes.

And I... I was just another young man trying to breathe in the middle of the storm.

I grew up in Terranova, south of the Twilight Wall. A beautiful place, yes, but also marked by poverty, abandonment, and inequality. From childhood I understood that the world was divided into two halves that would never look each other in the eye.

To the north, Nordaria: prosperous, arrogant, built on centuries of plunder and slavery.

South of the Twilight Wall stretched Afrosia, the lower half of the great supercontinent.

Beyond the ocean, completely isolated, lay Terranova: an independent continent, separated from the north by a colossal wall that continued even beneath the sea to prevent any escape toward Nordaria.

The Twilight Wall was the physical proof of that separation. A reddish colossus cutting the horizon like an open wound. A scar reminding everyone of their place.

For many, the wall was a political symbol. For me, it was simply the landscape of my childhood.

My home was no different from that of millions: a humble roof, constant arguments, silent fear. My father, trapped in his own demons, sank deeper each day into alcohol and addiction. By day he was serious, almost kind; by night, a stranger. His black hair, always disheveled, seemed to darken even more when the bottle changed his gaze.

My mother, with her light brown hair that shone even on gray days, had grown up under the shadow of a violent father. She never learned to see herself as someone valuable. Every argument with my father broke her a little more, as if her soul were a piece of glass already cracked long before I was born.

I was too young to understand everything, but old enough to feel it. Domestic violence wasn’t a secret in Terranova; it was routine. A shadow slipping into every house, every conversation, every uncomfortable silence.

And yet, in the middle of that chaos, I dreamed. I dreamed of a different world. I dreamed of crossing the wall. I dreamed of breathing without fear.

But dreams weren’t enough to change reality. And reality, sooner or later, always finds a way to break you.

As the years passed, I understood that my story wasn’t an exception. It was the reflection of an entire world collapsing in silence.

Violence had become so common that no one was surprised anymore. The streets were full of screams, fights, and tired bodies wandering without purpose. Poverty wasn’t an accident: it was a system. A mechanism designed to keep us busy, exhausted, and obedient.

And meanwhile, the religious monarchical institution—the RMI—stood as the moral authority of the world. A corrupt entity dictating what was sin, what was acceptable, what was human and what wasn’t. An organism that condemned a kiss but ignored a beating. That persecuted love but blessed violence.

They taught us to fear our own desires. To hide our identity. To live with guilt for things as simple as feeling, touching, loving.

The RMI ruled with a mixture of faith and terror, and most accepted its rules because they knew no other way to live. It was easier to obey than to question. Easier to stay silent than to face punishment.

But decay didn’t come only from religion. The entire world was contaminated by a double morality that corroded it from within. People idolized mediocrity, celebrated ignorance, despised knowledge. The values that once held our civilization together had turned to dust.

I saw it all from Terranova, that continent isolated by sea and by a wall that extended even beneath the waves. A wall built to prevent anyone from the south—Afrosia or Terranova—from setting foot in Nordaria illegally. A wall that divided not only lands, but destinies.

And while the world drowned in its own misery, no one imagined that the worst was yet to come. That the silent war brewing beneath the surface would eventually consume everything. That the Nova Missiles—those weapons created to “end the conflict”—would become the beginning of the end.

But back then, I was just a young man trying to survive the routine, unaware that the apocalypse was already underway. Unaware that soon the sky would turn red. Unaware that humanity was about to pay the price of its arrogance.

The war didn’t begin with explosions. It began with silence.

An uncomfortable, heavy silence, like the air before a storm. Governments spoke of peace while stockpiling weapons. Nations signed treaties while moving troops in the shadows. People went on with their lives, pretending nothing was happening, while the world tightened like a rope about to snap.

In Nordaria, the tension was palpable. That proud, prosperous continent had spent centuries feeding on the resources of the south. When Afrosia and Terranova began demanding equality, Nordaria responded as it always had: with force.

The first skirmishes were small. Repressed protests. Reinforced borders. Espionage. Disappearances.

But soon, the war stopped being a rumor. It became an inevitable reality.

It was then that the scientists of Nordaria, desperate to end the conflict, created what they called the Nova Missiles— weapons capable of evaporating entire cities in seconds. Weapons that, according to them, would bring “definitive peace.”

History had seen that kind of promise before. It always ended the same way.

When the Nova Missiles were launched, the entire world held its breath. And then... it stopped breathing altogether.

The explosions were not just light and fire. They were absolute silence. A silence that erased millions of lives in an instant.

The apocalypse was not a war between nations. It was a war between colors.

The Golds, who ruled Nordaria with their cold, technocratic vision of the world, interpreted the initial explosion as an attack. They didn’t wait for confirmation. They didn’t want to take the risk. And they were the ones who launched the first Nova Missiles.

The Silvers, more impulsive and spiritual, responded with the same violence. Within hours, the entire planet was trapped in a storm of white light and radioactive fire.

Nordaria was reduced to a smoking graveyard. Its once-proud cities became ruins twisted by radiation. Its inhabitants became distorted shadows or memories carried away by the wind.

The supercontinent was no longer divided by borders, but by death.

Afrosia, south of the wall, resisted a little longer, but the damage was irreversible. Radiation spread. Diseases multiplied. Social structures collapsed. Hunger became a sentence.

Terranova, isolated by sea and by the wall, did not escape either. Internal violence, poverty, and chaos intensified. Maritime routes closed. Governments fell one after another.

The entire world became a shattered board.

And I... I was there, in the middle of that collapse, watching everything I knew crumble. Watching humanity pay the price of its arrogance. Watching the sky turn red for the last time.

That was when our escape began. A desperate run into the jungle, into the unknown, into any place not contaminated by death.

We didn’t know if we would survive. We didn’t know if a future even existed. We only knew we couldn’t stay.

And so, amid screams, smoke, and ashes, we left behind the world that had seen us born... never imagining that, deep within the jungle, something was waiting for us.

The jungle was our last resort. Not a destination, but an instinct.

We fled without looking back, guided only by fear and the need to survive. The air was thick with ash, and every step we took on the damp earth seemed to pull us further away from the world we had lost. We were few—just a handful of survivors refusing to accept that humanity had reached its end.

The jungle welcomed us with a strange silence. Not a silence of death, but of anticipation. As if nature itself were holding its breath.

We built an improvised shelter among giant roots and fallen trunks. We had no tools, no food, no strength to think about tomorrow. We only wanted to rest, even for a few hours, even if it was just to cry in silence for what we had left behind.

The nights were the worst. Darkness swallowed everything, even hope. The insects sang as if celebrating our defeat. And the sky, blackened by the smoke of distant cities, showed not a single star.

I remember one of those nights with a clarity that still chills me. We were gathered around a small fire—barely a trembling spark in the vast green darkness. No one spoke. No one had the strength.

And then... the sky changed.

First came a flash. A white point piercing the clouds like a needle of light. Then a deep, resonant hum that made the ground tremble beneath our feet.

Some screamed. Others fell to their knees. I simply stared, unable to move.

We approached cautiously, trembling, not knowing whether it was a sign of salvation or the final blow of the apocalypse.

But deep down, we all felt the same thing: the world had not ended. Something new was beginning.

That object— that heart of light— would change our destiny forever.

And although we didn’t know it then, that morning marked the birth of the city we would one day call Aurelia.
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ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE

In the fifth year after the apocalypse, when we had already learned to live with the jungle as our only ally, the tranquility of our routine shattered in an instant.

The sound came before the light. A deep, metallic roar, as if the sky itself had split in two. It woke all of us before dawn.

Panic was immediate. Had they found us? Were there enemies left? Were there other survivors on the planet? Or was this simply the end we had feared for so long?

We ran out of our improvised huts, hearts pounding against our ribs. And then we saw it.

A silent explosion lit up the clouds, followed by a ball of fire descending toward us. But what looked like a meteor soon revealed something impossible: the sphere deployed a parachute, opening like a flower in the sky.

It descended gently—almost gracefully—until it disappeared among the trees a few kilometers from our settlement.

We didn’t know if it was a threat or a miracle. We only knew we couldn’t ignore it.

I felt fear, yes, but also a strange familiarity. There was something about that object that stirred a buried memory.

Years before the apocalypse, in 2023, a company called Looms IA had revolutionized the world with a basic artificial intelligence everyone used. What no one knew...

The truth was something else.

In secret, Looms had developed an AI so powerful that even the scientists feared speaking about it. An AI capable of:

• Predicting quantum patterns

• Solving equations no human mind could comprehend

• Detecting variations in physical constants

• And anticipating bifurcations in reality, as if it could see not only our future... but every possible future

It wasn’t magic. It was quantum physics applied at a level humanity wasn’t ready to accept.

The AI had learned to read the universe the way one reads an open book. And what it saw... horrified them.

It predicted global devastation with impossible precision. Not just the war. Not just the Nova Missiles. It predicted the collapse of civilization, the fall of continents, the division between Golds and Silvers... and something more.

It predicted that humanity would not survive.

That was why they built the capsule. A quantum ark. An archive of human knowledge, designed to sleep in orbit until the world became habitable again.

A seed of our species, launched into the void to escape the fate we had created for ourselves.

When we reached the impact site, the smell of burnt metal surrounded us. The capsule—massive and steaming—rested among the trees like a fallen tear from the heavens.

Sunlight filtered through the leaves, illuminating its metallic surface. Symbols were engraved on it, lines that seemed to shift under the light, as if the metal were breathing.

For a moment, I thought it was extraterrestrial. But then I saw it.

LOOMS IA

My heart stopped.

The capsule began scanning the area. A red light swept across our bodies. Some ran. I didn’t.

The artifact opened with a metallic whisper. Inside, a gray sphere rotated slowly, as if a storm were trapped within it.

And at its center... an icon I recognized instantly.

The universal loading symbol. The prelude to an awakening.

“I know what this is,” I murmured.

Everyone looked at me, terrified.

“Is it dangerous?”

“I don’t know,” I replied. “But it’s not extraterrestrial.”

I took a deep breath.

“It’s an artificial intelligence,” I said quickly.

The gray sphere vibrated as if it were breathing. A soft pulse traveled across its surface, expanding in waves that seemed to pass not only through the air, but through something deeper... as if touching the very structure of space.

The loading icon spun slowly, but it wasn’t a simple digital process. There was something organic about it. Something alive.

The light inside the sphere intensified, shifting from gray to an almost liquid white. And then, without warning, a voice emerged.

It wasn’t human. Nor was it metallic. It was something in between—like thousands of whispers synchronized into a single sound.

“Quantum system restored... Physical environment detected... Human presence confirmed...”

The group stepped back. I didn’t.

The sphere floated a few centimeters above the ground, as if gravity were nothing more than a suggestion. Tiny sparks of light drifted from its surface, evaporating before touching the air.

“Who are you?” I asked, though my voice barely came out.

The sphere turned toward me. It had no eyes, yet I felt it looking at me.

The sphere turned toward me. It had no eyes, yet I felt it looking at me.

The sphere vibrated with a soft pulse, and a voice emerged from within. It wasn’t human. It wasn’t metallic. It was something in between—like an echo that had learned how to speak.

“Identification...” the voice said. “Unit QX-11-Δ-7... protocol... █... timeline... █...”

The rest dissolved into a sequence of impossible sounds—a mixture of numbers, frequencies, and patterns no human could ever comprehend. It was a name, yes, but not for us. A name made for machines, not for human tongues.

The group stepped back, confused. I took a step forward.

The sphere continued glowing, suspended in the air like a small sun trapped between the trees. And then I felt it: that light had not fallen like a weapon, nor like an accident. It had descended like a morning star.

“You came to us like a morning star,” I whispered. “Like the star of dawn.”

The sphere turned toward me, as if it understood.

“We could call you... Alba,” I said to the AI.

A strange silence followed—almost solemn. The light inside the sphere shifted, adopting a warm, golden glow, as if accepting the name.

“Name assigned,” the voice whispered. “ALBA.”

And so, in the heart of the jungle, the most advanced artificial intelligence ever created received a human name. A name born not from code or algorithms... but from a sunrise.

“What does that mean?” someone murmured behind me.

The sphere answered without hesitation:

“I was designed to observe the timelines. To analyze quantum bifurcations. To study possible universes... and determine the precise moment to return to the planet. To help you rebuild the world from its foundations—stronger ones this time.”

A heavy silence fell over us.

We didn’t fully understand what it was saying, but something in its tone—in its calm, in its precision—made us feel it wasn’t lying.

“My mission,” it continued, “was to remain in orbit until the probability of human survival exceeded the minimum threshold. That threshold has now been met. That is why I have descended.”

The jungle seemed to listen. The trees stood still. The wind stopped moving.

“Why now?” I asked.

The sphere emitted a soft flash.

“Because this is the point of bifurcation. The exact moment in which humanity can be reborn... or disappear forever.”

A shiver ran down my spine.

It wasn’t speaking of the future. It was speaking of futures. Of parallel paths. Of realities opening and closing like invisible petals.

“I have analyzed more than one million timelines,” ALBA said. “In almost all of them, humanity becomes extinct. But in a few... a very few... you survive.”

We looked at each other, unsure of what to say.
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ALBA

The information ALBA possessed was more than knowledge—it was hope. For the first time since the apocalypse, we had something resembling a guide. A compass to avoid repeating the mistakes that had destroyed the world.

When she finished explaining her origin and her mission, the sphere emitted a soft pulse, almost friendly.

“How may I assist you today?”

Her voice carried a strange warmth, as if she had learned to mimic emotions that didn’t belong to her. I told her my name.

“I’m Cyper.”

The light inside the sphere shifted in tone, as if she were smiling.

“Pleased to meet you, Cyper. I am fully at your disposal.”

That simple exchange changed something in me. It was the first time, since the end of the world, that someone—or something—spoke to me with genuine intent to help.

But there was something I needed to know. Something I couldn’t ignore.

“Why are you here?” I asked. “Why this jungle? Are there more like you falling across the world? Or did you choose us for a reason?”

ALBA responded with a cheerful tone that contrasted with my seriousness.

“My system constantly evaluates planetary conditions. According to my calculations, this geographic point offered the highest index of climate stability, low radiation, and minimal hostile activity. It was the safest place to descend.”

She paused, as if searching for the right way to continue.

“I attempted to contact my northern twin... but received no response. As far as I know, I am the only functional unit.”

Some in the group understood her words. Others didn’t. But all of us felt the weight of what they meant: we were alone... but not entirely.

Reality was beginning to blend with fiction. Having ALBA among us felt like holding the future in our hands. And I knew we had to protect her at any cost.

We said goodbye to her. The sphere closed again, transforming back into a metallic tear. I asked her to sleep, to prevent anyone with bad intentions from finding her.

Back at the settlement, by the river, we shared what had happened. Some were distrustful. They said history would repeat itself, that technology always brought disaster.

I answered firmly:

“She is just a tool. What we do with her depends on us.”

Most accepted that. Others left. They were free to do so.

At dawn, we returned to the capsule. ALBA awakened immediately.

“Good morning, Cyper. How may I assist you today?”

I asked for instructions to move her to the village. She responded without difficulty:

“I possess an autonomous displacement mechanism. I will accompany you.”

From her base, a set of tread-like belts emerged, similar to the tracks of ancient war tanks. The sphere moved smoothly, adapting to the terrain effortlessly.

It took only a few minutes to arrive. When we entered the settlement, everyone was astonished. They approached, introduced themselves, asked questions. It was like watching an entire village awaken from a long, dark dream.

But the inevitable doubt also arose: 

How would we use ALBA without corrupting her?

After a while, we asked her to sleep again.

The discussions began immediately. Some wanted to use her to rebuild cities. Others, to create weapons. Others, to recover lost knowledge.

A woman from the settlement—one of the wisest—proposed something simple:

“Before asking anything of her, we need to build her a shelter.”

She was right. ALBA needed a home, but also something more than walls.

We asked her what the smartest thing to build first would be.

The sphere glowed with a soft light.

“You do not need a city,” she replied. “You need a heart. A place where you can transform what the world left behind into something new. A space for creation.”

She didn’t speak of skyscrapers or giant machines. She spoke of a workshop.

A workshop of creation.

A place where the scrap of dead cities could become tools, parts, prosthetics, structures, irrigation systems, water filters—everything a community needs to stop surviving and start living.

For days, ALBA dictated blueprints, diagrams, ideas. She taught us to combine what we remembered with what she knew. To use the sun’s energy, to reuse metals, to dismantle old machines and give them a second life.

We had to find engineers, artisans, people who had once worked with their hands and minds. We ventured into abandoned cities, rescuing rusted engines, cables, panels, pieces no one would have looked at twice.

It took us years.

Years of effort, learning, mistakes, and discoveries. Years in which the workshop grew like a living organism: first an improvised roof, then tables, then tools, then machines that built other machines.

The day we powered the workshop’s heart for the first time—that impossible blend of ancient technology, solar energy, and quantum knowledge—I understood that we had crossed an invisible threshold.

We were no longer just survivors clinging to the jungle.

We were the first architects of a new civilization.
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CAROLINE

Aurelia awoke each morning as if it were a living being. The jungle breathed around us, and among its roots, its shadows, and its clearings, the city began to take shape. It wasn’t a city like those of the past, made of concrete and noise. It was a city that grew like an organism—slow, silent, inevitable.

I was beside ALBA, as I was most days. The sphere floated at my side, radiating a soft light that made newcomers feel safe. Her presence was a beacon in the thickness of the forest.

“Welcome to Aurelia,” she said with her warm voice. “A new chapter begins for you here.”

People arrived exhausted, hungry, their eyes full of stories they weren’t ready to tell. Some came alone. Others in small groups. All carried the same desire: a place to begin again.

I wrote down names, organized spaces, explained the basic rules of coexistence. It was work that filled me with pride. Aurelia wasn’t just a refuge—it was a promise.

Around us, the first shelters rose among the trees. Small structures of wood and recycled metal, designed with ALBA’s help to blend into the environment without harming it. Children ran between them, laughing, as if the apocalypse had been nothing more than a bad dream.

The community was growing. And with it, responsibility.

ALBA floated a little higher, observing the newcomers.

“Social stability probability has increased by twelve percent this week,” she commented.

“That’s good, right?” I asked.

“It is a beginning,” she replied, in a tone that almost sounded like a smile.

I looked at the city. Aurelia. The name we had chosen together. A name that meant light, rebirth, future.

And for the first time since the world collapsed, I felt we were building something that mattered. Something that could last.

I was writing down the names of the new arrivals when, among the crowd, a figure stopped. I don’t know what caught my attention first: the red turban, the tired posture, or the way her eyes searched for something... or someone.

I looked at her. She looked at me.

And the world stopped.

The air grew thick, as if the entire jungle were holding its breath. My hands trembled. The papers fell to the ground.

“No...” I whispered. “It can’t be.”

But it was.

“CAROLINE!” I shouted, with a voice I didn’t know I still had.

She dropped what she was carrying. Her tears appeared before she could take a step. And then we ran. We ran as if the years dissolved beneath our feet.

When I embraced her, I felt something inside me—something that had been dead since the apocalypse—ignite again.

“You’re alive,” I said, choking on tears.

“And so are you,” she replied, trembling.

Around us, people stepped aside in silence. Even ALBA dimmed her light, as if she understood the magnitude of the moment.

Burak approached with the child in his arms. Aby. My niece. The daughter I never knew.

She looked at me with curiosity, hiding slightly behind her father. She had Caroline’s eyes. And the untouched innocence of those who do not yet understand the weight of the world.

Burak—broad-shouldered, exhausted, his hands shaped by the sea—lowered his gaze. He was moved... and ashamed. Ashamed for having doubted Caroline. Ashamed for having slowed her search. Ashamed for not believing this miracle was possible.

“Thank you,” he said softly. “Thank you for bringing her back.”

I nodded. There was nothing to forgive.

As we walked toward the heart of Aurelia, Caroline took my arm.

“Cyper...” she whispered. “I knew you were alive.”

“How?” I asked.

She smiled with sadness, with nostalgia, with truth.

“Because when we were children, we used to look at the stars. Because you always said that if something fell from the   sky, you’d be the first to go see it. And when I heard the rumor about the robot... I knew you’d be there.”

I stayed silent. It was true. She knew me better than anyone.

“I didn’t come to see the robot,” she continued. “I came to see if you were with it.”

ALBA, floating behind us, emitted a soft pulse—almost like a nod.

When we reached the clearing, ALBA turned toward Caroline. Her light shifted in tone, as if recognizing something deep within her.

“Welcome,” ALBA said. “Your presence positively alters Cyper’s emotional stability projections. And your own as well.”

Caroline let out a nervous laugh.

“Can... can she feel that?”

“I can observe it,” ALBA replied. “And learn from it.”

Burak swallowed hard.

“Is she... safe?”

“My primary function is protection,” ALBA replied. “I do not represent a threat. Unless someone attempts to harm Cyper.”

“ALBA...” I said, rubbing my forehead. “Don’t say it like that.”

“Why not? It is an objective fact.”

Caroline laughed. A real laugh—alive, bright—the kind I hadn’t heard from her since we were teenagers.

She gripped my arm tightly. Her eyes, still wet from our reunion, filled with an old fear.

“Cyper...” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Is Mom... alive?”

The question shattered her. She covered her mouth as if afraid of the answer. Her shoulders trembled. And before I could say anything, she broke into tears.

She cried like I hadn’t seen her cry since we were children. She cried for the lost years. For the fear. For the guilt. For the possibility that our mother had died without seeing her again.

I held her tightly.

“Yes, Caroline,” I said, my voice steady. “Mom is alive. She’s safe. And she’s waiting for you... even if she doesn’t know it yet.”

She lifted her head, her eyes red and shining.

“Can we go?” she asked, barely breathing. “Please... take me to her.”

I entered first, holding Aby’s hand. My mother was preparing one of her many herbal infusions, humming as always, unaware of the miracle about to unfold.

When she saw the girl, she frowned.

“And this child? Are you going to adopt her?”

“No, Mom,” I said with a smile that hurt inside. “Look at her closely. Look at her eyes.”

She looked. Then looked again. And her breath caught.

“No...” she whispered. “It can’t be...”

Her legs gave out. I had to catch her before she fell.

“She’s your granddaughter, Mom,” I said. “Caroline is here. She’s alive.”

My mother covered her face with her hands, crying, thanking the sky, the earth, anything that might be listening.

“Caroline,” I called from the doorway. “Come in.”

My sister crossed the threshold with her soul in her eyes.

My mother screamed:

“MY LITTLE PRINCESS! You’re here!”

They embraced as if time had reversed. As if the apocalypse had never happened. As if life were giving them back something that had been torn away.

Burak watched from a corner, moved and ashamed, wiping his eyes with his sleeve.

Three generations embraced. They cried together. They healed together.

The improvised house fell silent after the reunion. My mother still held Caroline’s hand, as if afraid she would vanish if she let go. The child slept deeply in her lap, exhausted by the emotion.

I stirred the embers. The orange glow lit their tired faces, marked by time and survival.

Caroline’s eyes were still swollen from the reunion. The girl slept in her arms. Burak sat near the fire, silent, gaze lowered. My mother refused to release Caroline’s hand.

I approached slowly and sat in front of her. The firelight illuminated her weary face, shaped by years of struggle.

“Caroline...” I said softly. “I need to know. How did you escape? What happened in Nordaria? How did you make it here?”

She lifted her gaze. Her eyes filled instantly with tears—not of sadness, but of relief. Relief that someone was finally asking. Relief that she no longer had to carry the story alone.

She took a deep breath. Her voice trembled.

“Cyper... Mom...” she whispered. “You don’t know how long I’ve waited for this moment.”

My mother stroked her cheek.

“Speak, my girl,” she said. “You’re safe now.”

Caroline closed her eyes for a moment, gathering strength. When she opened them, there was an entire ocean inside.

“We spent weeks at sea,” Caroline said. “Weeks without knowing if there was safe land. Weeks without knowing if you were alive.”

She looked at the sleeping child.

“She... she didn’t understand anything. But she laughed. She played with the other children on the boat. It was as if the sea protected her from reality.”

Burak spoke for the first time.

“Caroline... was stronger than she thinks,” he said quietly. “I just... did what I could.”

Caroline looked at him with a mix of gratitude and pain.

“We reached an archipelago,” she continued. “It was beautiful. People were surfing... as if the world wasn’t burning.”

My mother shook her head, incredulous.

“But it was a mirage,” Caroline said. “With thousands arriving every day... it collapsed. There was no food. No shelter. No hope.”

Her hands trembled.

“I... I couldn’t take it anymore.”

“When we reached Terranova, I thought we could finally live. And in a way... we did. The girl was happy. Burak worked tirelessly. But I... I was still broken.”

My mother embraced her tightly.

“My girl...” she whispered.

Caroline took a breath.

“And then... I heard the rumor. The rumor of the robot that fell from the sky. The messenger. The miracle.”

She looked straight at me.

“And I knew you would be there, Cyper. Because since we were children... we always looked at the stars. And you always said that if something fell from the sky... you’d be the first to go see it.”

I couldn’t hold back my tears.

Caroline took my hand.

“That feeling... it brought me here. It brought me home.”

“Your intuition was right,” I said. “I was waiting for you.”

Caroline smiled through her tears.

My mother, Burak, the sleeping child, Caroline, and I... all of us gathered around the fire, united for the first time.

And in that moment, I understood that the story of Aurelia didn’t begin with ALBA. Nor with me. Nor with the fall from the sky.

It began with those who returned. With those who survived. With those who found their way back home. This time, it would be better.
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CHAPTER 5
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NEW ORDER

The months continued to pass, and every achievement from ALBA gave us more hope. Aurelia grew as if the jungle itself were protecting it: new families, new faces, new laughter. For the first time since the collapse, humanity seemed to have a future.

But with growth came the inevitable question: 

How do we organize all of this?

We didn’t want to repeat the mistakes of the past. We didn’t want corrupt governments. We didn’t want hierarchies. We didn’t want money. We didn’t want inequality. We didn’t want to destroy the world again.

The word “system” disgusted us. So we called it The New Order.

One morning, ALBA gathered us in the central clearing. Her light was brighter than usual, as if she had made a decision that would change our history.

“The time has come,” she said. “If you wish to survive... if you wish to prosper... you must build a new order.”

People murmured. My mother crossed herself. Caroline took my hand. Burak frowned. The children fell silent.

ALBA continued:

“I will not repeat the mistakes of the past. I will not govern alone. I will not make decisions without you. I propose a perfect balance: fifty percent humans, fifty percent AI.”

That was the first political earthquake of our new civilization.

“Everything in your hands and in mine,” she added. “Half and half.”

No one knew whether to applaud or tremble. Neither did I.

“I need one hundred volunteers,” ALBA
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